LIBERTY

Steady, steady, my boy," he would say; "wait a bit, and
have a good swing, and soon get the tickle out of your
eet." Then as soon as we were out of the village, he would
ive me a few miles at a spanking trot, and then bring me
ack as fresh as before, only clear of the fidgets, as he called
hem. Spirited horses, when not enough exercised, are often
ailed skittish, when it is only play; and some grooms will
>unish them, but our John did not, he knew it was only high
pirits. Still, he had his own ways of making me understand
y the tone of his voice or the touch of the rein. If he was
ery serious and quite determined, I always knew it by his
-oice, and that had more power with me than anything else,
or I was very fond of him.

I ought to say that sometimes we had our liberty for a few
lours; this used to be on fine Sundays in the summer-time.
Che carriage never went out on Sundays, because the church
vas not far off.

It was a great treat to us to be turned out into the home
paddock or the old orchard. The grass was. so cool and soft
;o our feet; the air so sweet, and the freedom to do as we
iked was so pleasant; to gallop, to lie down, and roll over on
>ur backs, or to, nibble the sweet grass. Then it was a very
rood time for talking, as we stood together under the shade
)f the large chestnut tree.
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